Self-poised, and scooped into ten thousand cells.
Where light and shade repose, where music dwells
Lingering, and wandering on as loth to die;
Like thoughts whose very sweetness yieldeth proof
That they were born for immortality.

What awful perspective ! while from our sight
With gradual stealth the lateral windows hide
Their portraitures, their stone-work glimmers, dyed
In the soft chequerings of a sleepy light.
Martyr, or King, or sainted Eremite,
Whoe'er ye be, that thus, yourselves unseen,
Imbue your prison-bars with solemn sheen,
Shine on, until ye fade with coming Night!
But, fiom the arms of silence, list! O list!
The music bursteth into second life;
The notes luxuriate, every stone is kissed
By sound, or ghost of sound, in mazy strife ;
Heart-thrilling strains, that cast, before the eye
Of the devout, a veil of ecstasy.
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BRUNELLESCHI BUILDS THE CUPOLA
(Florence, 1420-1436)
The chain-work was now completed around all the
eight sides, and the builders, animated by success, worked
vigorously; but being pressed more than usual by
Filippo, and having received certain reprimands con-
cerning the masonry and in relation to other matters of
daily occurrence, they became discontented. Moved by
this circumstance and by their envy, the chiefs among
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